If they were good it would be seen

Good is as visible as green.

And to all eyes itself betrayes:

If they were bad they could not last,

Bad doth itself and others waste;

So they deserve nor blame nor praise.

But they are ours as fruits are ours;
He that but tastes, he that devours,
And he that leaves all, doth as well:
Chang'd loves are but changed sorts of meat,
And when he has the kernel ate,
Who doth not fling away the shell ?

LOVE'S   GROWTH

I scarce believe my love to be so pure

As I had thought it was,

Because it doth endure

Vicissitude and season as the grass,

Methinks I lied all winter, when I swore

My love was infinite, if spring make't more.

But if this medicine, Love, which cures all sorrow

With more, not only be no quintessence,

57